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Flight 179
Nathan Pillman
 The woman one row up and across the aisle flips open one of  those 
round pocket mirrors and powders her face. We’ve been in the air for about 
an hour now, and I can’t believe I didn’t notice her earlier. She swirls the little 
brush around and dabs the stuff  pretty hard on her nose almost like she’s 
punishing herself  or trying to nail something invisible to her face. It’s a good 
nose—smallish, smooth, slightly upturned—sort of  like the slopes of  the 
advanced course on that ski resort last fall. She’s got a good body, too and, 
even in that skin-colored suit, it can’t be tied down, can’t be tamed. 
I can’t feel anything for her. Physically anyway. It’s the mirror that 
does it. It reminds me of  my half  brother—reminds me of  how he got 
caught looking under the bathroom door at Mom with one of  those things. 
It was probably her mirror. Strange to think it was right off  her own makeup 
table. It could have been Rachael’s, but she was probably too young to have 
anything like that. 
She wasn’t his real mom, and I guess that’s why even after knowing 
he did it, I still miss him. He must have forgot that whatever you can see in 
the mirror can see you right back.
We called him Winwin because his real name was Erwin and Rachael 
couldn’t pronounce it when she was little. Winwin was the best she could 
do and the name stuck. A lot of  things stuck to him. That car—the rusty 
Geo with the taillight he never fixed, a taillight that cost him over 300 bucks 
in tickets. That coat—the Packers one that was way too small for him from 
the moment he bought it. The arms shortened slowly as he grew, crawling 
up his hands and past his wrists. I remember the colors fading more each 
year—from forest green to lime to a weird seaweed color that reminded 
me of  cartoon puke. The yellow sleeves and the big G on the back faded 
too, turning from gold to wheat to a creamy white. He even wore it in the 
summer, the thing literally sticking to him then. Home life must have stuck 
to him too, because after one semester at MSSU he moved back into his old 
room and stayed there. Dad never gave him any grief  about it. At least none 
that I saw. I didn’t see much back then though, so maybe he did. 
 I didn’t know what he did until ten years after it happened. The only 
thing I knew when it all went down was that one minute he was with me and 
the next he was gone. 
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The day it happened I was up in the attic with Winwin in our fort 
that we made out of  cardboard bricks and glue. Mom was pissed when she 
found out we glued them all together. “They’re ruined,” she said. “Absolutely 
ruined.” But we didn’t care. It was our place. The Secret Place, we called it.
It was late winter then or maybe early spring. I remember our breaths 
showing and Winwin’s patchy beard sticking straight out. He was in the 
middle of  a story when we heard footsteps coming up the stairs. He loved to 
tell stories. When the thuds reached the top and the door opened, I expected 
to see Mom’s plump outline in the doorway, but it wasn’t. It was Dad’s. He 
never came to The Secret Place so I knew something was wrong. “Come 
down stairs, Erwin,” he said. Then he turned and left. Winwin looked at me 
with wild eyes and said nothing. He got up and left me and, when he shut the 
door, I was all by myself  in the dark. 
I was scared and wanted to leave, but I waited for him. I remember 
wishing Rachael was there with me, but she wasn’t. Back then she didn’t like 
the attic. I guess it was too cold. Plus, she might have been still scared of  the 
raccoon.
I’ll never forget a few years earlier when we heard scratching above 
our heads. Back then we didn’t really mess around in the attic so it was scary 
and mysterious and exciting all at once. When Dad went to check it out 
he saw a skinny coon in the corner staring back at him. We all took turns 
looking at it. I remember the whole attic smelled like a wet dog only stronger 
somehow. Sour. We had no idea how it got there because there were no holes 
in the attic. “Animals are crafty,” Dad said, winking. “Sometimes they know 
more than we do.” 
It was the only time I ever saw him use the shotgun we kept in the 
closet, and it scared me to see how big and powerful it made him look. I 
cried and begged Mom to save the thing, but it was no use. After the gun 
went off, everything was quiet and dad hauled it down the steps and out to 
the curb in a white trash bag. It was pretty much see-through, and I saw one 
of  the raccoon’s little, human-like hands and a whisked nose poking through 
the side. Dark soup sloshed around in the bottom of  the bag with each step 
Dad took.
I sat on the floor in the hallway for a long time after that with my 
eyes closed, trying real hard to swallow something not quite there. The wall 
behind me felt so soft. Like I could sink into it and go to sleep forever. I 
shook my head back and forth and let the plaster sooth my mind, stop the 
spinning. 
When I opened my eyes, I saw Rachael. She was standing in the 
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kitchen doorway with Winwin’s hand on her shoulder. She was chewing on 
her dark braids and made no sounds, no expressions. Unlike my eyes, hers 
were dry. Like it was nothing. Like she didn’t feel anything and didn’t care. I 
was never so impressed with her as I was then.
